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By

Rafael Menton
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​​THE STORY SO FAR...
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The year is 2009 and Tim Unsworth is a married Englishman and business-owner with a university attending daughter and a devoted wife.

He is also a serial philanderer. 

Unfortunately, for him, he also has a gambling addiction. An addiction that has seen him lose a considerable sum of money at poker to a Japanese gentleman after a private-game at a London-casino. A Japanese gentleman who turns out to have strong connections to both the London underworld and that of his homeland and its feared Yakusa.

After receiving a terrifying visit at his workplace from the man’s “Friends”, Unsworth is told to be at a certain party where he is to meet the woman who is both the man’s wife and his accountant to work out how he will meet his obligations...
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​NOW READ ON...
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​​One
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Tim wasn't enjoying the party. 

But then, why would he?

He had been allowed in to the smart Knightsbridge restaurant used to host it simply by mentioning his name and been pretty much ignored by the gathering of affluent men and women gathered there to celebrate whatever it was they were celebrating.

Something he would never discover and made not one jot of difference to what was about to be the turning point of his forty-seven years on the planet.

No surprise then, that he had decided to take a drink to calm his nerves, praying that the wife and accountant of the thug he was about to meet could be persuaded to accept the payment plan he was going to offer from the monthly proceeds of a software-solutions company that was doing okay, but not that okay.

The same wife and accountant the thugs assured him was trusted by her husband to resolve their “little problem”.

He was sampling an unsurprisingly excellent, given the surroundings, Rioja when the huge but well-dressed man approached him and, in an accent that betrayed his Germanic provenance, told him Madame Nakamura was ready to speak with him and turned on his heel expecting to be followed.

A visibly cowed Tim Unsworth obliged.

The woman he was led to was at the bar and flicked him a glance before turning to face his approach. Like her husband, she was Japanese. To Unsworth, she looked to be in her mid-to-late thirties. 

The hair she had pushed from her face and tied at the back was jet black without any sign of grey at all and she was of diminutive height. 

If not figure. 

Hour-glass and matronly, she was on the cusp of chubby with an oval face that, while its expression was unreadable, had a certain severity to its features of the kind that had never warmed the serial womaniser in him to women of her race. 

It was a rather silly generalisation, he knew, but one he had never felt the need to address.

The lilac dress with purple candy-stripes she had chosen for the event looked rather tight around her hips and upper thighs and he could see that her bare legs, while not unshapely, were more stern matron than sexy nurse.

Her eyes did not leave his as he approached in the huge German’s wake and he saw that her face was lightly made-up in a way that gave off an alabaster effect and gave a startling contrast  to the bright red lipstick on her full and surprisingly sensuous lips in a face that was more punitive than erotic. Her cheekbones were high, her nose small, and each ear was studded with a small teardrop of what was either silver or platinum.

His money – if his terror ever allowed him to gamble again – would have been on the latter. pearl earring. 

“Will there be anything more, Madame Nakamura?” asked the German, as deferentially as if he were speaking to a Czarina at a time when the term actually meant something and would ensure retribution for any ‘lese majeste’ unwisely extended.

“Not for the moment, Gerhardt” she said imperiously, not even deigning the man with a look as she kept her gaze fixed on Unsworth. 

Her English was good, but with the usual clipped and elliptical Japanese accent – which did not pacify Tim Unsworth’s unease as he stood before her.

Her first words to him didn’t help for some reason either; even if they were surface complimentary:

“You are even more handsome in the flesh than in your picture,” she declared, with not a hint of softening in the expression fixed upon him.

“What picture?” raced his thoughts, until he recalled the cell-phone in the hands of the second of her husband’s thugs as the first gave him details of this very meeting.

“My husband is most diligent,” she said, reading his thoughts, “and wished me to see beforehand the man I would be meeting.

“Look. Mrs...”

“You may address me as ‘Futaba Namakura-San’, she interrupted him.

“Futaba...?”

“It is respectful,” she cut him off again.

Then, tone and expression hardening just a tad:

“You do wish to be respectful, do you not?”

“Y-Yes,” he said after missing a few beats before realising this was not a social engagement and he was actually engaged in a negotiation with the woman. “Of course.”

Her look said it nothing more than her due.

“Is your husband here, hmm, Fu-Fu...?”

“Futaba Namakura-San,” she reminded him. “And no he is not. He has... business ...that needs his attention back in Tokyo and will be away for some time.”

Her emphasis on the word “business” did not prompt any great relief from his unease – though it did strike him that if she found him “handsome” it might just help him in the negotiation to come.

“I have his full authority to deal with you in a way of my choosing,” she went on ominously and his earlier calculation suddenly seemed less than reassuring.

“And now that I have seen you,” she went on, “I think I will have Gerhardt drive us to my home where we can discuss your... problem ...in a more private setting...”
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Seated alongside her in the Mercedes as Gerhardt drove, Tim Unsworth was again calculating.

He knew when a woman was interested in him and a fuzzy image of her formed in his head as she cupped her huge breasts wile kitted out in a girdle with suspenders and stockings while posing for him at the foot of a bed it was obvious she soon intended him to enter. 

It was a fuzzy image and a clear signal he new he could use to his own advantage.

As they walked out of the restaurant, Tim remained behind Mrs. Nakamura – or: “Futaba Namakura-San” as she insisted - long enough to take in her buttocks and legs and confess a surprising attraction to them that was almost as shocking to him as the fact he could be entertaining such thoughts when the level of his terror was working at such an elevated altitude.

An altitude that grew even more dizzying when he contemplated the massive shoulders and thick neck of her German minder then moved on to informing his loving and long-suffering wife of the most recent mess he had made.

The home to which Gerhardt ferried them was a walled three-storey detached with basement sitting back from the Chelsea Embankment near Cheyne Walk.

“You can use these slippers,” she said after she had stepped into a pair herself, this as they stepped inside and the minder remained in the car.

Her home was minimal with high ceilings and tasteful artwork in a variety of eclectic representations that, nonetheless, managed to complement each other. Its furnishings were modern and European. Yet the overall effect was still somehow redolent of Japan and its influence. 

“Sit,” she said, as if he were a dog whose training she was putting to the test.

Not used to being treated by women in such a way, but mindful of the power this woman had over him, he did as she asked.

She sat opposite him in an armchair with her legs crossed, regarding him; the Japanese hospitality conspicuous by its absence with no offer of refreshment forthcoming.

“How do you propose to pay my husband, Nakamura-San?” she began without preamble.

“I... I...”

“Do you have the money to make good on your debt?”

What should he say? Should he lie to her? There was no way he could raise the seventy-thousand - and more - drink and recklessness had caused him to wager.

For some reason, having decided to ask if he could pay it back on a monthly basis and hope he could do so without his wife finding Celine, his wife, finding out, he tried to bluster instead:

“Technically speaking,” he began, “there is no good to make good on. No contract passed hands and welching might see me barred from the casino but it is hardly a criminal offence. So-“

He made it no further.

“You intend not to pay out on your losses.”

There was steel in her eyes of a sudden and he realised perhaps his first instalment option had been a better idea.

“Not at all,” he assured her. “What I am saying is that I gambled under the intoxication of drink with money... money...”

“Money you do not have,” she finished.

It was not a question.

“Not as a lump sum, no. But if your husband is willing I would be able to place £2000 on a monthly basis into an account of his choice until my commitment to him is clear.”

He held up his hands in the fashion of a reasonable man.

“After all, a bet is a bet and must be honoured.”

“There is no honour in gambling with money you do not have,” she reminded him.

“As I said, I had too much to drink and...”

“Did you get some idea of who my husband is and what he does from the men he sent to speak to you?” she cut in again. He detected no emotion in her face and it rattled him. He had the uncomfortable feeling that she knew his innermost secrets. She unnerved him.

Running towards chubby and over a decade younger than him or not, there was an air of... authority ...about her that seemed to be growing stronger with every second he passed in her company. A force of nature along the lines of a pocket-battleship. Unreadable and enigmatic in the ways of those oriental villainesses he had read of in his younger years in the works of Rohmer. An exotic Eastern mystery wrapped in Western fashions.

His perplexed eyes were distracted by a movement and found themselves resting upon one of her slippered feet as she raised the leg with its exaggerated calf and seemed to offer its sole to him.

Her next words were no less perplexing:

“What do you know about Japanese women?”

“I, er... Almost nothing,” he admitted.

“Superior Japanese women of my type like obedience in their men.”

“I'm sorry, I’m not following you,” he said, wondering where the hell this conversation was going and, later, wishing he had never found out. “I don’t know much but I always thought that most Japanese most women were very subservient to men. Subservient like servants. They serve men, devote themselves to the man's pleasure... Or is that just Geishas?”

“No,” she said simply. “Geishas are businesswomen and this sets them apart in their deference to those men willing to pay for their services. However, there are some women of my land who submit themselves to the power of their men.”

Her gaze was fixed on him still, unblinking as she seemed to take his measure. His earlier suspicion had been correct. She was interested in him sexually and that might just give him some leverage when it came to the money he owed.

After all, hadn’t she said herself that her husband trusted her to resolve this issue and would abide by whatever she decided?

Then, suddenly:

“Do you find me attractive?”

His thoughts raced.

Did he?

On the whole, and being honest, he would have had to have said: “Not much”. Women of the tall, blonde, slim and Nordic were normally his type. Though his wife being amongst their number, in looks at least, had not stopped him from cheating with other women on multiple occasions too numerous to recall.  

That said, he told himself, this was not the time for honesty of the kind.

“Yes, very much,” he lied, knowing that if she called his bluff he would at least be able to raise a gallop even if she wasn’t his usual choice of filly. “I find you very exotic,” he said with what he thought was his most winning smile.

Suddenly, she rose from her seat and presented him with her rear view.

“Show me,” she demanded. 

Then, counter-balancing what she saw as the offered carrot, reminding him of the whip in her possession it was her choice to use or not:

“Then we will discuss the debt you owe my husband and I... And how best you may repay it.”

Breathing a little easier now they were negotiating in a language he understood – or thought he did – Unsworth approached her from behind and pressed himself against her, leaning down to gently kiss her neck.

He felt her buttocks press against his thighs and felt himself responding as she turned in his arms and looked up at him demandingly.

“Kiss me,” she said.

He did not hesitate and began to feel easier about the debt she had mentioned. Even if she went for the instalment plan he had suggested it would be better than the physical harm the thugs had promised could befall him if he didn’t pay. And, maybe, if he pleased her in the way her husband obviously wasn’t, he might just get off even more lightly.

Unsworth pressed his mouth against her full red lips and drew her against his body until he could feel her substantial breasts pushing against his chest through his jacket and shirt.

In a reversal of roles it was she who invaded his mouth with her tongue and, despite her lack of stature, seemed to be the dominant power in more than terms of simple financial leverage.

When she broke the kiss she placed her hands on his shoulders and supplied pressure to force him downwards.

For a second, as experienced in such matters as he was, his eyes crinkled with puzzlement as his knees met the wooden flooring.

“Ī ko,” she said in her own tongue. “I like an obedient man.”

Then, as he swallowed back his outrage at being described in such a way, she removed her hands from his shoulders and dropped them to her sides to pull her skirt upward.

He was stunned; used as he was to receiving rather than giving oral sex and, like many men, no great fan of cunnilingus.

A condition, though he wasn’t to know it yet, that was to radically change.

At least in terms of frequency.

She unveiled the lower half of her body to reveal transparent lilac panties to match the dress she held above her waist and it was obvious the pussy beneath it was bereft of any hair at all.

To say he was surprised at the force of the desire that kicked into life at the sight would be to understate as he lowered himself to his knees and faced her sloping belly. 

Already her scent was seeping through the panties to worry his nostrils and what had seldom turned him on before was having an entirely different effect on him this time.

It was a captivating mixture of earthy and spicy womanhood.

But he had no more time to analyse as she arched her pelvis forward to press her already sodden mound against his face. 

“Do it,” she said quietly. 

Almost as if mesmerised by this short and chubby Asian woman, Unsworth reached for the sodden panties to pull them down.

“No!”

He looked up with surprise to see her staring down at him through eyes hooded with desire, expression haughty as she demanded:

“Please your Futaba Namakura-San through her panties.”

He had never actually seen the act through before – and certainly not through a cotton-covering, but for a reason he couldn’t understand he seemed to find the prospect exciting. 

For a few moments, he simply knelt motionless, staring at what she expected him to please.

Until:

“Do it!” she hissed, holding his head with both hands as he pressed his mouth against her mound to start nibbling at it.

Never a fan of the act as he was not fond of the strong womanly scents and the fact the act seemed so redolent of submission, he felt the electricity of excitement rush through him as he began to sweep the length of her covered labia with his nose.

“Ī ko,” she breathed in Japanese and he knew he was pleasing her.

A conviction cemented when she moved her legs apart and squatted a bit. 

“Shita ni idō,” she said, a hint of irritation evident in her voice and he realised she wanted him to move lower.

And realised, to his surprise, that he wanted it too.

He lowered his body further, and now he was able to get his mouth fully on her as she pushed down and squatted over his face, muttering in Japanese as she worked her hairless womanhood beneath the damp crotch of her panties over his nose and lips.

For the first time after many half-hearted attempts at giving a woman pleasure in such a way, Tim Unsworth realised he had no desire to stop. 

Quite the opposite. 

The strength of the erection raging beneath his trousers ensured he hoped he could stay there forever with her meaty thighs arched around his head as his mouth sucked at her through the transparent lilac cotton.

He was actually disappointed when she gave a little gasp and finally pulled away from him to tug her skirt down. 

“Get up now,” she said. 

There was no softness in her voice as she smoothed her dress over her bare thighs and placed her hands upon her hips.

“I am going to make tea,” she told him. “And when I return I expect you to have taken off your clothes and folded them neatly in a nice pile at the side of my chair. Your tongue was not particularly satisfactory. But it is something I can help you with.”

He stared at her as if in a dream.

“I want you completely naked by the time I return. Then we will speak about the debt of cash and honour you owe my husband and myself... as well as other, more crucial matters.”

Her lip curled in a way he could not help but feel menacing as she added:

“Crucial for you.”
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Celine was off with him when he returned home, almost as if she sensed he had a problem he could not share with her; though she could have no idea – thank the lord for small mercies – of the reason why he couldn’t or wouldn’t share it.

Which, he reasoned, and given his track-record, would not stop her from believing it was another woman.

She would, he told himself, be both right and wrong.

He watched as she slipped on a coat to go and visit her friend Sue, who lived a short drive or a long walk, dependent on one’s mood, from their home, and compared the still slim, elegant, and attractive woman he had married and borne him a child to Futaba Nakamura.

Or: “Futaba Namakura-San”, as she insisted he address her.

His wife was a complete opposite to the Japanese woman whose home he had left a couple of hours earlier and whose pussy had known the attentions of his tongue in a way his wife had yet to experience – from him at least.

Even now, after all their years together and despite his lack of interest in providing her with oral sex, he still desired her in all other ways and felt a familiar passion building as she slipped a pair of heels on the hosed and shapely feet below her denims.

This before she left without a word and closed the door firmly behind her.

What the shit was wrong with him?

Married to a woman he had no doubt he loved and yet one he had cheated on almost from the start of their relationship.

And a gambler into the bargain.

A failed gambler.

Tim Unsworth felt sick as he made his way upstairs to the small bedroom he used as an office and fired up his Hewlett-Packard.

The words of the Japanese woman rang in his ears.

This after she had returned with her tea and sat sipping it as she made him stand before her and inspected his naked body and the engorged cock he fully expected to be inserting into her.

It is fair to say he was surprised when she told him she had seen enough and told him to get dressed.

She had, he told himself, simply been flexing her muscles to display the control she already exercised over him.

And he had simply done as she asked.

“Go home to your wife now,” she told him after dismissing his offer of paying his debt by instalment – no matter his proposal of adding a small interest charge to the principal.

“But...?”

“I have my husband’s full support when it comes to deciding what to do with you,” she overrode him again. “The decision is mine and will be FINAL and I have already made up my mind how you will make good on what, in our land, is seen as a debt of honour.”

He had no idea where she was going with this and, already terrified her husband might discover he had performed for her, wondered if she was going to suggest he be on call for sex when she required it as a form of repayment.

He was both right and wrong.

“I have your personal email address,” she informed him, though he had no idea how she could have got it, “and by the time you return home there will be a message and some attachments waiting in your Inbox.”

His eyes had darted to-and-thro and she had snorted a derisive little laugh.

“No,” she assured him. “There are no cameras and no pictures of you worshipping my superior Japanese pussy with your inadequate tongue. There is simply no need. Go home now and look at what I sent you. The book and the pictures will give you some idea of the kind of woman I am and what I will expect from you going forward...”

He had stared at her with a thrill of horror, having no idea what she wanted but knowing it would not be something he found pleasing whatever it was.

Her last words echoing around his skull as he left:

“...And what YOU can expect if my husband and I are not happy...”

Coming back to earth, he had gone to his Outlook and saw with relief that the Inbox was empty.

Relief that lasted only for as long as it took for him to see that he had unopened mail in his Junk-Folder.

Sure enough, when he went into it there was an email with attachments from an address and a server he did not recognise and knew both he or the authorities would be unable to trace should they try.

Not, given what the man’s thugs had assured him would happen if he did, that he would either do so himself or involve the police.

He opened the body of the email with a feeling of sickness that wasn’t lessened as he read:

“As per our conversation as to what you may do to make good on your debt, I have attached two files with this email via a server that cannot be traced.

The first is a collection of artwork by a late and great Japanese Illustrator depicting the type of woman I consider myself to be. You may even find they appeal to a certain side of you. Though, whether they do or not, will be neither here nor there.

The second is a work of erotic fiction that explains more fully what I expect from you should you decide – wisely – to honour your obligation.

You will be contacted at some point in the next day or so.

Of course, should you decide unwisely and decide to renege in a way that devalues both your honour and your manhood, you neither see nor hear from us again.

Though our presence WILL be felt by not only yourself but your wife and daughter also.

The message ended there and he felt a cold dread grip his vitals.

What kind of people did he owe money to that they would threaten not only him but his wife and daughter?

He felt as if he had wandered into some modern-day horror-story.

No.

Not wandered.

He had thrown himself headlong into it by gambling with people he knew nothing of with money he did not have.

And not him alone.

He was not so unworldly he did not mean what that final sentence had meant.

Tim Unsworth knew exactly what the woman meant by the word, “Felt”.

And had no doubt she would have her husband’s people follow through on the threat.

With dread, he turned to the attachments:

The picture folder first.

As she had said, what he found was a collection of illustrations depicting Japanese women of a certain type drawn by an artist named “Namio Harukawa”.

Women of a huge and sadistic type.

And the size of these women was not all the drawings had in common.

In all of them a man was present; either alone or with others.

Though hardly a man or men recognisable as such as they served these monstrous caricatures of femininity in the most dehumanising and degrading of ways.

He shook his head in a fog of incomprehension that, if he was honest, he did not want to lift.

To do so would be to acknowledge that this chubby Japanese woman – a woman who had already had him on his knees with his tongue at her pantied pussy – saw him as being one of these men.

And herself as...

He tore his thoughts away from the artwork and clicked on the next attachment to bring up the work of erotic fiction she had sent.

Fiction she had helpfully emboldened at the passages she found relevant...

“...You wanted to see me?” he had asked with no great respect as he entered the office of her late husband where she now held sway; galled, as ever, to see her behind the desk he felt sure his former boss would have entrusted to him when he decided to retire and take life a little easier.

A retirement that should have by rights, he considered, left him, Darrell Saltdean, at the helm and free to continue the creative embezzling of the company funds that had been subsidising the gambling and womanising to which he had become so addicted.

He same addictions that were about to send his life into free-fall.

The brightly coloured costumes she had worn when her husband first brought her into the company had been replaced by this time with severely cut, two-piece, business suits, in sombre colours, which did nothing to compliment her stocky figure. 

Certainly, he had thought to himself, the above the knee skirts did even less to lend an aesthetic to her muscular legs – despite the sheer nylon pantyhose and black court-shoes with short spiky heel she had chosen to accompany them.

In truth, he was dismissive of her. 

Though he would never have described himself as racist – hadn’t he worked for her husband, a Japanese, these past five years? – he could do no more than regard her as his inferior. 

Apart from being twenty-years her senior, he was her superior in looks and intelligence as well as experience. 

Her conversation – even with allowances for her unfamiliarity with a foreign tongue – was narrow and uninteresting. 

She was poorly educated and inarticulate; so how could he be expected to feel differently?

And yet, it was she who was his boss!

When his former employer had first decided to school her in the ways of the company, Saltdean thought it was no more than an attempt on his part to indulge his new wife. His dismissal of that “new wife” swiftly turning to resentment. Resentment that turned to anger when he was told of the natural aptitude for business she seemed to possess – despite her limitations in other areas – and that it would be a relief for the new husband to eventually turn over the day-to-day-running of his business to his wife.

As he took a seat opposite her he had noticed a folder resting on top of her desk.

“Take a look,” she told him without preamble; a certain look of smugness on the horse-face puzzling but not troubling him unduly.

Until he took a look at the folder’s contents.

“How?... When?...” he blathered, unable to frame a sentence with the capacity to convey the horror of what was before him and those actions of his they contained.

Actions and behaviour her late-husband had missed.

But not her.

“Read all of it,” she suggested in her accented English as his initial look of shock re-invented themselves upon his face as horror. 

“Then,” she went on ominously, “we will talk about your options...”

...He had broken off after the first emboldened passage with his feelings of dread enhanced to the point where he needed to go back downstairs and fix himself a drink.

And returned with the whole bottle of Canadian Club.

At least partly fortified by a few gulps of the whisky; he returned to the text and began to scan it once again...

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
2-Female-Ted
Fantasy Fictions






OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





